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arching black eyebrows, her fine teeth, her little
foot, her aristocratic hand, her marvellously fair
complexion.

The prelate was fascinated; the bold adventuress
saw that she had at last found her prey. Living in
the days of society where smooth rascals regarded the
most detestable villanies as excellent plans, she had
chosen for her secretary, or rather for her accomplice,
an old fellow-soldier of her husband in the gen-
darmerie, a certain K^taux de Villette, who then was
prowling between Paris and Versailles with no
definite means of subsistence. This supple and
insinuating man, who at any rate knew enough to
turn off a letter, was required by Madame de La
Motte for the correspondences she was soon to
undertake.

Her plan was soon made. The Cardinal was a
libertine, she would address his passions; he was
thoroughly ambitious, she would direct that feeling.
The prelate had confided to her that his grief, his
torture, what poisoned all his happiness, was being in
disgrace with Marie Antoinette. What would he
not be willing to pay any one who would bring about
a reconciliation with the Queen? He said to him-
self that if he should become the favorite of Marie
Antoinette, he would thereby be the absolute master
of France, the Mazarin of a new Anne of Austria.
This thought drove him almost wild, as Madame de
La Motte saw, and she at once devised the means of
ruining him. She suddenly pretended that her lot